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New Years Day 


Author's Notes: 
An idea that came in my mind as | was listening to my favorite U2 song as | always do on January Ist. Decided 
to do it with my overall favorite band, Def Leppard. And it is often true that following a night of wild 


festivities, all really *is* quiet on New Years Day. 


New Years Eve saw a bundle of chaos about where they gathered for celebration in the spoon factory that 


year. 


Noisemakers, whistles, champagne corks hitting the ceiling, running around the place, roughhousing by picking 


each other up in chairs, some fireworks acquired last minute and ignited out of the window.. 


It was quite frankly a miracle that the run down industrial walls didn't crumble during the celebration with all 


the sound waves even wilder than those of amplified rock instruments reverberating through them. 


Now, ten hours following the strike of midnight, Joe Elliott woke and rose from his slumber on one of the 


sofas, his back protesting his chosen sleeping accommodation. 


Sunshine streamed through the window in blindingly bright beams. 


Quietly crossing the room, dodging empty bottles, noisemakers, and piles of hastily swept up confetti left about 
the floor, Joe looked out the window. 


Everything covered with clean, white snow that had yet to be tarnished by the factory emissions that would 
not begin again until tomorrow, and the peaceful scene was undisturbed by the noise that accompanied it. The 


roads were still mostly covered too -having not been tracked through by truck tires or snow plows. 


Steve Clark and their new guitarist, Phil Collen, lay on the floor across the room. They had planned to stay the 
night -Joe could tell, as they'd both brought sleeping bags. The two had zipped their sleeping bags together, 


and were inside them, wrapped around each other. 


Yep, this year was definitely going to go better with Phil than with Pete Willis. It seemed he was now fast 
friends with Steve. 


Sav lay curled up on the other couch, clinging to a pillow, hair completely covering his face. He had the look of 


someone who might attempt murder if anyone even dared try waking him. 


The calm and quiet was a nice, rare thing, and Joe decided that in light of a New Year's hangover, it was 
something that needed to stay unbroken For the sake of keeping the light throb in his head as it was - 


bearable -and keeping Sav asleep. 
Then his watch over the room landed on Rick Allen. He lay on the area rug on top of a chair cushion he'd 
removed from a chair and under a pile of blankets, and he was beginning to stir and stretch, exiting the deep 


clutches of sleep and beginning the pre-stages of waking. 


The one thing that might threaten the silence that was so precious to Joe was a hyper Rick Allen waking up 


and jumping into action to release his incredible energy. 


Unless, that was, Joe managed to talk him into channeling his energy into cleaning up all the trash! 


